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I 


In all honestly, Bob didn't remember the first time he'd been sprawled haphazardly across the hotel bed and 
then felt and odd warmth against his side. At first, yeah, it had been a bit weird (okay a bit was a bit of an 
understatement) but then it eventually started to made sense. Though, talking to Frank when they finally woke 
up had been something on the awkward side. Turns out that the dark haired guitarist endured nightmares and 
had a strange tendency to crawl up against the nearest living thing as thought it was going to make something 
of a difference. And maybe it did. It wasn't as thought Bob was able to gaze into the other man's mind, but he 
was pretty convinced he just did it due to some childish habit. Maybe he'd protested the next two times, but 
it soon came to be something of a regular occurrence. He almost got used to it. Laying there awake on 


occasions and waiting for the familiar face to be nuzzled into his chest, invading any idea of what a personal 


bubble might be. 


Frank had always been good at that. Utterly fucking the idea of personal space, that is, whether or not it was 
expressly visible when he wasn't affected by night terrors. Though, it was. There was something about him 
that had always been touchy. Bob hadn't really been a victim of this (victim, making it sound like it was a bad 
thing) until they started getting shoved into hotel room together, because there was an unspoken no-touching 
rule with the blonde when they were on the bus. It was simple enough. Something about the blue-eyed, blonde- 


haired man was intimidating and, againg, the unspoken rule. Not that he was a dick by any means. He was just a 


bit standoffish and not as extravagant as the Way brothers or the others of the band. Muted was a good 
word. Compared to the other boys of this chemical romance, well, he was the lowered volume. Maybe a bit 
dry in the personality department, but everyone else took care of that for him. 


Especially Frank. 


There was something about Frank that it seemed no one could really pinpoint. He was fucking adorable, in that 
annoying little brother way. Which is probably why Bob got to a point he just turned his head when he felt his 
blankets be lifted up slightly from his side and the other joining him. The second time that had occurred, he 
was just happy they both wore pants to bed. Pants being a generalization that included boxers, in his case, but 
usually Frank's slightly spindly legs were covered in some sort of fabric (usually silk, he realized after a period 
of this ritual) as they wrapped around him in a way that was nearly amorous. But Frank insisted he just liked 
knowing someone was there. And that involved innocuous physical contact, for the most part. Under this broad 
description fell cuddling. Not that Bob really minded. Usually cuddling would consist of Bob's back turned to the 
skinner fellow whose arms and legs coiled around him in a manner that almost reminded him of a snake seeking 
heat, wanting to coil around every crevice. His only genuine complaint was the fact that he had to peel the 
little spider monkey off him when he went to go shower in the morning. (He was one of the people that 
showered in the morning because he had a tendency to sweat at night, hence the likelihood that Frank did curl 
up next to him seeking heat on some occasions. Like the time in whatever city that the heater was out in the 
hotel.) Really, maybe he found some semblance of comfort in having someone else there most of the time. Not 


that he was insecure or anything. 


The first time that his tiny sleeping area on the tour bus was invaded, though, was initially pushing the 
envelope. If he recalled correctly, he tried to push the little gnat off and onto the floor, given that it was 
three in the morning and he'd just barely managed to nod off. Now, he didn't remember what was on his mind 
that kept him up at night, but it had been hellish getting his head to be silent long enough for his eyes to find 
peace behind their lids. After a series of attempts at deflecting the guitarist (resulting in a series of thumps 
that ended up with Mikey threatening to throw a shoe at whoever was causing the racket) he gave up and 
attempted to minimize the space he was using in the tiny bed. Not that it was of any use, because he found 
himself using the smaller guitarist as a makeshift blanket. Now, he wasn't one to blush, but he was pretty 
sure that the Frank being sprawled out on top of one's person was enough to make anyone blush red. And he 
was for once very glad of how dark it was in this area as he reached up to pull the curtain that provided a 


semblance of privacy in the small area 


He didn't know why, but he was able to drift off to sleep almost moments after the rhythmic breathing of the 
dark haired man seemed to find a steady synchronization with his heartbeat. He felt. secure. And from that 
moment on he couldn't remember what had been keeping him up. Maybe it was for the best, because he was 
fairly sure that laying underneath the man and staying up all night would result in a very grouchy drummer 
come morning. He happened to really like sleep. More than he liked the affection that Frank seemed to be 


focusing on him lately. 


Oblivious. 


Maybe he was paranoid, but after that night he was sure Frank looked at him more often, and for a longer 
span of time when he did. It wasn't just a glance. They were lingering looks. And when he called the guitarist 
out on it, he got one of those ridiculously endearing smiles and a shake of the head, telling him he wasn't 
acting different, and maybe Bob was slow on the uptake. A typical Frank way of dancing around a question. But 
they were supposed to be practicing, so the blonde drummer just took his seat behind his drum set. Just like 
that, it had been brushed off in a casual way, and it wasn't really mentioned much. Save for the nights that 
they lay awake in bed next to one another, staring at the ceiling and discussing everything from whether 


orange juice was better with or without pulp to the philosophical relevance of Plato's theories in a modern day. 
This just happened to be one of those nights, one of Bob's hands behind his head as the other carded through 
the short dark hair of the guitarist whose head was on his chest. He was pretty sure their breathing had 
synched up by now, if only to make it so their silence was more meaningful with fewer interruptions. Their 
discussion as to which salad dressing was superior had petered out to a series of laughs and playful punches, 


and it didn't seem like they were going to say anything else. 


"Hey, Bobby," was what finally broke the silence as the male shifted to be laying on top of him, looking down 


into those blue eyes with those brown eyes. "Wanna know a secret?" 


"Sure," replied the drummer as his nails dragged against the scalp beneth the dark hair, eliciting a happy 


shiver. 

"| love you." 

"Yeah, | know. I've known for a while." 

"Oh, good," he heard the tired voice say as the head came to rest on his chest again, back to normalcy. 


"Get some sleep, we have a long day tomorrow." 


